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The Cavaliers Com plaint. 


tothe Tune of, 7'/e tell thee 
Dick, &c, 


Ome JFack, let's drinke a pot of Ale 
And 1 (hall tell thee ſuch a Tale, : 
Will make thine cares to ring : 


My Coyne is ſpent, my time is lofl, 


And 1 this only fruit can boafl, 
That once | law my King, 


But this doth moſt affi& my mind + 
I went to Court in hopt to find, 
Some of my friends in place : 

And walking there I had a fighr, 
Ot all the Crew, but by this Loh: 
I hardly knew one face, * 


S'lite of ſo many Noble Sparkes, 

W ho on their Bodies beare the m2rkes 
Ot their Integrity : 

And ſuffced ruine of Elate, 

It was my baſe unhappy Fate, 
That I not one could ſee, 


Not one upoh my lifeamong, 

My old acquaintance all along, 
At Truro and before : 

And I tuppoſe the place can ſhew, 

As few of thoſe whom thou didft know, 
At Yorke or Marſton Moore, 


Bur truly there are ſwarmes of tho ſe, 


Whoſe Chins are beardlefſ?, yet their Hoſe 


And backſides ill weare Muſfes : 
Whit the old ruſty Cayaliers, 
Retires or dares not ofice appeare, 

For wang of Coyne and Cuftes, 


W hen-tiofhe of choſe I could deſcry, 
Who better farre deſery*d then 1, 
I calmely did 1efleR : 
Old Servants by rule of State, 
Like Almanacks grow out of date, 
Whart then can I expeR ? 


Trotn it cotitempt of Fortunes frowne, 
Ve ger me fairely out of Towne, 
And 1h a Cloylter pray : 


\ That ſince the Starres are yet unkind 


To Royalifts, the King may find, 
More faithfull Friends chen they» 
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» LoNDox, Printed, 1660, 


An Echo to the Cayaliers 


Complaint. 


Marvaile Dick that having beene, 

So. long abroad, and having ſcene 

The World 2s thou haſt done 
Thou ſhouldſt acquaint me with a Tale 
As old as Neſtor, and as tale, 

As that of Prielt and Nunne. 
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Are we to learne what is a Cour: 2 

A Pageant made for Fortunes ſporc, 
Where merits ſcarce appeare : 

For baſhfull merits only dwels 

In Camps, in Villages, and Cets, 
Alas it comes not there. 


Deſert is nice in it's addreſs; 

And merit oft times doth oppreſlz, 
Beyond what guilt would doe: 

But they are ſure of their Demands, 

That come to Courc with Golden hands, 
And brazen faces too. 


The King indeed doth Alill profeſſe, 

To give his Parity ſoohe Redrefle, 
And cherif's Honeſty : 

Bur his good wiſhes prove in vaine, 

Whole ferv:ce with his Servants gaive, 
Not alwayes doth agree, 


All Princes be they here fo wiſe, 

Are faine to fee with oth er eyes, 
But feldoms heare at all: 

And Courticrs find their Intereſt, 

Intime to feather well their Nett, 
Providing for theic Fall, 


Oar comfort doth on time depend, 

Things when they are at worſt ; will mend, 
And let us but reflect 

On our condition *orher da y, 

When none but Tyrancs bore che ſway, 
What dd we then « xpect ? 


Meane while a calme retreat is beſt, 
But difcontent if not fuppreſlt, 
Will breed Difloyalty : 
This is the conſtant note I'le ling, 
I bave been fairhfull ro the King, 
And ſo ſhall live and dye: 
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